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* UT HAT Child bas no? beard bf «conquering Les, 


That if you be a King, he of courſe is a Prince. 


| Our Religion, 


— 


Leibe Tune of, The Abbot of Canterbury, Ne. 


| Carried on in a Trench, - by full Thouſands fourſcore ? 
And how the great Monarch is flown Home again, 
In a Triumph to reap the Reward of his Pain? 


But He found, when arriy'd on the Frontiers of France, 
Inſtead of a Triumph, a cold Compliſance : | 
For who could enjoy ſuch an idle Parade, | 

"When Cape Breton was loſt, and zu Emperor made“ 


4 Derry down, 
This obſery/d, He complains to his trafy Betis. 
« Muſt we ever be plagu'd with yon inſolent Iſle ? 
„ To Monarchy's eight "tis in vain tg aſpire, 

* While ſo little a Spark can create ſucha Fire ?“ 


Great Sit, ſays the Marſhal, play off the Pretender, 
Tis n of in your Arms to make Britain ſurrender : 

© Their Freedom ſo ſpitits thoſe obſtinate Elves, 

* They never can be conquer'd unleſs by themſelves. 


To ſend oer his Son, if himſelf durſt not come: 
* For ſure %is enough a fond Youth to convince, 


| . Derry down, 
« By the Pope let the Stripling in private be b/eſt, Oh 
And equip'd with a Time-ſerying ſmooth Manifeſto . 
% In Terms howe'er folemn and ſtrong it is made, 
4% Your Faith wil! inſtruct you ſuch Ties to evade. 
Derry down, 


60 And with him ſuch Nobles, as a farther Endcarment, 
hs, for not being hang d, merit other Preferment: 


Then if they can once get the Cry on their Side, 


„ Our Armada's ſhall follow, and help to divide, 


Derry down, 
Thus France, wich her Vaſſa/s, aſteſh has begun Fr 
' To annoy what ſhe envies moſt under the Sun: 
For a Kingdom ſo fair, ſo diffifive a Trade, 2 
- . Are Motives enow to make Villans invade, 
| Derry down, 


But theſe Motives to them, ſuch bare Efforts to try, 


Should make Us ſamerhing-berter, than meer Standers-by : 
Tho? in politick 3 at Times, we delight; 


rs we'll eyer unite, - « 
our Government, Freedom, and all, 

Together, muſt ſtend, and together moſt fal: 
Still happy, if, in their Defence, we ſucceed ; 
But, in that Defence, tis more g/orious to bleed. 


Yet againſt ſuch Oppre 


Derry dows, 
For if Papa? Tyranny once myunt the Throne, 


Like a Dream, are the Days of our Happineſs gone: 


With Slavery curs d, ſha// be each future Birth, 


And Britain no longer the Joy of the Earth, 
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But In be ba 


Derry down, | 


| Ma. "A 
Thus alarm'd, He enjoys his Mock-Sovereign at Rome, * 


Derry down, 


The Scotch Fiddle, 


Oxfor 


4 FEW SONG, 
i Aung with great Apy lause in St. James's, N 
AIR." Thete's nac luck about the House 


J, Pitts, Printer, and Toy Warchqube. Great 
1," WM, Andrew tron 7 Us * 


"PrEkE's no 


In 
To Scotlatd er will , ki. 
For ita vente, nora, rob rub perch veratch 
For the -I x bit of comfort bikes *. 
Each ainst the 
r 
From head to foot all o'er, 

Not does this On, for winmes two, 

e 10 
And then we rub and tear and ecrub, 
And almost run stark mad. 


gar 
Unto this hang d Scotch Fiddle, 
For its scratch, scratch, & c, 


There's Lady C---ning-One has got, 
This Itch tor Dancing too ! 
If it 8bould turn out catching what, 
The D- I shall we do; 
she swears she cannot git 
= fs Sofa halt a —_— 
t ets $0 upon seat. 
there must be something in it 
| For its scratcb, kcratch, & 0 
14 freely give fall half a Crown, 
To 4. her of this evil, 
Sbe is 60 full of play and fun. 
With me she plays the DI. 
Her busband, be poor man ena do. 
Nong ht for her in this ease 


U 


And bere'sa job of journey - wort, 


la m hands to place 
For its ceratch — rub, sogatch scratch 
| away. dlessed day 
The Di 2 bit of comfort is ther® all the 


£ 
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3 C. Gene _ Antrew, wee, A 


| Practs fir md in Oxfor4 City, 
I. Nowihe tr. th t= you I th 
bo by azer-ant en was eoortes, _. 


—— . I | a Fe 2 | /- 
He on times ld bes ue lov'd her well. 4 A AT Courtship, 


/ 


She loved him t-o u at addict 
1 L 10 be ery fond, | 
e aig my dear 4 «ure you1 Slight 
I kne* you love ueber man, | 


vor my & ar wh can t we marry, 
at ore: h, end tt e vir fe, 
I'4 work tor you both la e and -arly 
 H you' be my sw-er wrdd-4 wife. 


Bho mid mi dest we're too roung to marry 
yoo youn do chm ib marr ag bad. 
when mare d we are bound for ever, 


" My deer and ail our joys are fled. 


— 


Ne ed my dear you ve goatber aweetbeart 
And ns company von take de'ight, 
But for your funcnews you 19120nmtent In ue, 

} $008 will end yoor tender life. 2 

N was en eiter this 'ovely eren we, 

1 3be Was vit d to d nee 0 knn 

n U followed iter , 


jeulou yo g | 
Andabere proper dt fer her overthrow. -- | 


| ab de was dane ag with another, 


His jealonsy th: n flied bi | 5 
And lo destroy h. 4-3 7 tory 


This wicked young man were alias. 


Then tome poi. on be £ogn prepare. 
And med it er of wird, 
He gave the liquor 


. 


quickly after, g 
a dear sid obs, 
of wine you latehy gave me, 


me very in aidebe 
As they were waiting howe 
} gpre you poivon in your Nquor, 
: take your wander — 
| and ihove diank the ume en . 
N r 

ben in each athers arms tl 
Veonginendeware of ve 
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dere words to her be then d ry, © 
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Ve, WIA Harry the taylor was twenty years od 


Poor be would have « wife as well az the best. 


a bowl fall of butter milk on dim she threw. Ne 
He began to be vexed and look wonderful blue 5 
Said he dear Dolly what have you'gone e 
Down my back ihre my breeches good faith it do 
SY C 3s XJ 
She push · d him in anger he fumbled be fell. 
- From the qoor of the dairy down into the well, 
Then Harry cried out with a sorrow. sound. 
Help me ovt Dolly or I shall be dr . 
Roger hearing a roaring came ont ia a maze,  _ 
8 1045550 delp d bim up in a bocket 2 . 
Crying out zcunds what brought you , a 
It was Dolly threw me in honest friend declare. 
She said dear Roger observe what | sa, 8 
He came in the morning before break ofday- 8 


The Taylor's 
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e andre w- ſtreet, 7 Diats. 3 


He began to be gamesome courageous and bold 
e told 8 — not in jest, . 
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8 In the morning a little before it was dax 
Do the house of a tarmer he straight took bis way 
Where he found the maid Dolly a making of cheese 
Hebegan for to kiss her and tickle her knees. , 


The girl in a rage offetided at tbaee © 
Cried you young rascal what would you be at, 
He said dear Dolly Lil make you my wife 
For I love you as well as Ido my own life. 

Tho I am a taylor tis very well known 5 
I have the choice of young Nancy Kate Bridget & Joan 
I slighted fhem all 2 sweet Dolly my dear 
And besides I've a house of fiye sfillings a ear 
O thou pitiful soul thou shall goon ur derstand 
" There is never a 268 thief in this land | 

Shall once have The fortune to la b my side 

Then straight with a churn staff be well lac'd his hide 


_ 
= 


„ 

. * 

wo. 0600-44" 5 
. 3 * Py S 
$595 >: 21 1 


4K 


eee 


* 


8 


And I was at work in the dairy alasese. "+, ©: oo 
Conde es with that whi was none of men. 0 
ben the taylor went home liky poor drown'd rat 


'Tellingſhi3 disaster and what he'd been at, N 
5¹ we utter-milk bontand the desperate fall, Te 
And if thee be loye's tidings the deuce tie them . \ 
_ N eee 


